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out a knife, and the latter might well have been useful for other than suicidal purposes.
After some days the Mudir came in to see me, shook hands and offered me a cigarette. We could not converse with one another, as I know very little Turkish, but I gathered that he wished to make it up. Perhaps he considered that the inconveniences he himself had suffered were atoned for by the beating we had received. For this, by the way, except for bruises, we were little the worse, thanks in my case to the much-abused mail shirt. Ahmad, like most Arabs, weighs nothing and seems made of steel rope and india-rubber.
Hamdi Effendi was unchained when we were taken and put under ordinary arrest. He was sent to spend some time in the guard-room, which was really rather a harsh measure, for Ahmad had quite recovered his usual spirits. Unluckily for Hamdi he had been told of the broken pistol, and that incident, with that of the now famous starched collar, was indeed good material for him to work on. Poor Hamdi! when I next saw him he seemed to have lost several stone in weight. During the time that we were at large he had vowed the sacrifice of several sheep if he were delivered ; and they were duly offered up before we left Sanaa.
On some days I was visited for a short time by the Mudir or one of the police officers, on others I saw no one except the steward who brought the food. When we had been thus confined for about ten days, all the restrictions were suddenly relaxed. This I concluded to be due either to action taken by the Consul or orders from Stamboul. The Vali, I was pleased to hear, had started for Hodeidah with a large force. I was pleased because I felt sure that had they intended any serious proceedings against us he would not have been allowed to go.
I was told that I might go out for exercise if I liked, and, as owing to my foot having suppurated I could not walk, I was allowed to ride. My escort, a police officer, kept very close, and wore in a conspicuous position the instrument that Hamdi had so unwisely left at home on a memorable occasion. We did not go anywhere near the gates.
In the town I met a certain Colonel Fattah Bey whose